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the other day about socialism destroying personal incentive,
I've been thinking it over and I've got some new ideas. ..."
Friends who drank with him remember him discussing war,
poverty as the cause of crime, biology, labour organisation,
Freud's psycho-analysis, judicial corruption, literature, travel,
and the coming Utopia. At six o'clock, having polished off
a bottle of Scotch with whoever had joined him, he got into
his buggy and drove home. He never had trouble with his
horses, but when he had been drinking he liked to drive fast.
Billy Hill, who was his bartender at the Overton bar, and
later at Fetters and Boyes Spring, says, "Jack could handle
more liquor than any other man, but it never fazed him.
He always stood up straight, always had his dignity on.
When he pulled out of a place he pulled out like a gentleman.
When he'd had enough, he'd had enough. I never saw him
ugly or quarrelsome; he always remained jovial and
pleasant, stayed out of arguments unless it was somebody
who could really argue, but he was so much smarter than
anybody he'd meet that he always won the argument."
Pyle says he never saw Jack drunk. He had the Irishman's
capacity for absorbing whisky. Drinking removed his fatigue
and nerve strain, loosened his tongue, lubricated his brain,
gave him a vacation, a change, and a rest.

Out of his drinking arose the idea for a book that was to
win him more fame and infamy than any he published, John
Barleycorn is an autobiographical novel; as far as it goes it
tells the truth about his drinking, but like most auto-
biographical books, "The only trouble about John Barleycorn-
is that I did not put in the whole truth. I did not dare put
in the whole truth." He omitted the fact that in certain
periods of his life he suffered from despondency, that when
he was low in spirits the knowledge of his illegi timacy, which
he could forget or shrug off as unimportant when he was
in good form, poisoned his mind and his thoughts, made
him melancholy; that he often drank to drown that most
indestructible of all bitter herbs. He exercised the utmost
care to keep concealed from every one these recurrent
depressions. The attacks came too rarely, not more than